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stirred from the cramping position in which she lay beside
a hulking Thracian. And she watched the man who had
refused her earlier in the night and who did nothing but
drink. She stole away, and found a cloth and some watered
vinegar, and bathed the forehead of Gallus, and kissed him
once, a butterfly-kiss, on the mouth; and he knew nothing
of what she had done, but groaned in his sleep; and the girl
crept back to her straw-mattress and cried quietly, afraid
of disturbing the others, doubling up her little fist and biting
it. And Gallus groaned in his sleep at the hard hearts of
women.

At dawn he struggled up, wrote the name of Cytheris with
obscene comments on the wall, ate some pulse-porridge, and
went to wander in the streets. He loathed drinking alone,
but drank from tavern to tavern, watching his small stock
of money dwindle. Why was he drinking? He detested
Cytheris and would die rather than touch her, but he wanted
the chance of refusing her, and that chance would never be
his. So why ask questions? He drank because he had started
drinking and couldn't stop.

He stumbled out of the tavern in the Oil Market and made
his way towards the CapitoL Suddenly there were cries of
alarm and a press of elbowing men and women; but the
scene fitted in so well with his emotions that he did not
notice its unusualness. He pushed on and came out the
other side of the fugitives. There he stood swaying, heartened
by the effort needed to push through. It was natural he
should be going the opposite way to everyone else.

Then, along the street that led from the wall, a band of
men came marching, headed by a detachment of gladiators.
They were calling out, singing, brandishing blood-stained
daggers. Gallus stared. Then he saw the Phrygian cap,
and he joined in the cheering. That was the cap of freedom.
The world had been freed. Beyond that he realised nothing,
but what else was worth realising? The conspirators stared
back at their solitary adherent, more abashed by his response
than by the terror of all the others. That everyone should
flee before them was in its way a stirring compliment; that
one bedraggled man should stand in the gutterway cheering
and clapping his hands reduced their demonstration to a